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range of subtler and gentler emotions came into
^ight, like the blue hills of the distance, pure and
low. The whole movement of the world, past
and present, became intelligible and dear. I
saw the humanity that lies behind political and
constitutional questions, the strong, simple forces
that move like a steady stream behind the froth
and foam of personality. If in youth I believed
that personality and influence could sway and
mould the world, in later years I have come to
see that the strongest and fiercest characters are
only the river-wrack, the broken boughs, the
torn grasses that whirl and spin in the tongue
of the creeping flood, and that there is a dim
resistless force behind them that marches on
unheeding and drives them in the forefront of
the inundation. Things that had seemed drearily
theoretical, dry, axiomatic, platitudinal, showed
themselves to be great generalisations from a
torrent of human effort and mortal endeavour.
And thus all the mass of detail and human rela-
tion that had been rudely set aside by the insolent
prejudices of youth under the generic name of
business, came slowly to have an intense and
living significance. I cannot trace the process
in detail ; but I became aware of the fulness,